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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Went in for a novelty to-day. Went to a real 
morning performance—one held in the morning, you know, just 
after breakfast, instead of in the afternoon. Found it at the Opera 
Comique (Alice in Wonderland—dear! dear! it seems only yester- 
day that I saw its original production !), and I was quite surprised 
to see what a number of people had been able to get up in time to 
be there. Found it as well done and delightful as ever. Dined 
with the Lord Mayor, along with the Common Council, at the 
Mansion House. Went to the Clothworkers’ Hall with the teachers 
to a conversazione, and afterwards trotted down to Guildford and 
had a jolly time at the Surrey county ball. 


Thursday.—Howling weather! Wind and rain and riot, with 
tantalising bits of sun now and again! Was nearly “ blown out of 
the water’? on my way down to Eel-pie Island. The historic spot 
has just been knocked down to a brewer, and the historic building 
will soon share the same fate,to give place toa brewery. Well, it 
might be worse, mightn’t it ? 


A DRY NOTION, 


The Eel-pie Island’s just been sold, 
And so we’ll heave some sighs, 
When we remember how of old, 
We used to eat those pies ; 
No more those pies will there be seen, 
But all is well, methinks, 
To build a brewery they mean— 
It’s still all right for drinks! 


Took Mr. Ritchie down to Osborne and delivered him safely to Her 
Most Gracious. After that, took a quick run back to Tooth’s 
Gallery and had a long potter among some modern Dutch pictures. 
Dined with the Old Blundellians in the evening. Awful stress of 
weather getting home! Self and another member of Press gang, 
having taken in a lot of wet, found ourselves three sheets in the 
wind and rolling heavily, all our upper rigging blown away, and 
were eventually piloted into dock (P.C. 27K) under bare polls. Put 
out again next morning after paying dock dues (5s. or seven days!). 


Friday.—Over to Duem and started Kitchener off after the 
Khalifa, came back and passed the afternoon (as a fitting corollary) 
realising the horrors of war among Verestchagin’s pictures of 
Napoleon’s march in and out of Russia, at the Grafton Gallery. 
Very fine pictures ; must have another look at them. 


Saturday.—Struggled over to Belfast (my eye! the stormy winds 
did blow !), and helped to launch the Oceanic (biggest liner afloat). 


NOTICE, 


~The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontancousyy sent ™m 





Struggled back to Elswick and helped to launch the Albany, United 
States line-of-battle ship, the first of Jonathan's warships built in 
England. After that went to an Uitlanders’ “ protest '’ meeting in 
Johannesburg, Ended ina row, of course. 


A GOOD SHOT. 


The merry Transvaal’s in a state of unrest, 
Oom Paul still to Boerishness panders, 
And a boisterous meeting has met to ‘‘ protest "’ 
| On behalf of the “ sat on’”’ Uitlanders. 
But little astuteness, I think, we require 
To see, as in similar cases, 
The sort of a meeting those Johnnies desire 
Is a ‘‘ meeting at several paces.”’ 


Back in time to attend the other adjourned “protest ’’ meeting— 
the “freaks” at Olympia — settled that they ought to be called 
‘‘ prodigies.’”” That’s all right, I suppose—and, now then--who’s 
going to begin ? 


Monday.—Got Colonel Pilkington in for Newton. Spent the 
afternoon at St. George’s Hall looking at Revé Bull’s interesting 
pictures of the Soudanese War. Dined with Rider Haggard and 
the Anglo-African Writers’ Club at Grand Hotel. Joined Her Most 
Gracious’s ‘‘ party”’ at Osborne afterwards. 





Tuesday.—Didn’t turn out till afternoon. Filthy weather! 
Went across to the Mercers’ Hall, Cheapside, and helped Princess 
Louise give away some prizes. Dined with General Gatacre and a lot of 
old soldiers and old sailors at Norwich. Dined, also, along with the 

3ishops, with the Archbishop of York, at the Metropole. Bishops 
having troublous times just now. 


CONSOLATION, 


Oh, what with the ratings they have got 
From “ protestants” in hysterics— 
And what with the placid cheek of a lot 
Of insubordinate clerics— 
And what with the Church’s outward state— 
And likewise what with its inner— 
’'Tis pleasant to think, at any rate, 
They’re able to eat their dinner ! 
Tue SPOTTER. 
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Food for Reflection. 


Mistress.—‘ I give twelve pounds a year, and all found.” 
Irish Servant.—*' Shure, does the ‘all found’ include me swate- 
heart, mum?” 


az — 


No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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“FUN’S” SKETCH, AS HE SAW “ONE AND ALL” OF 'EM GARDENING AT OAK LAWN. LEE, KENT. 
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gardening has not in all cases been generally known until the 
appearance of the present annual. 

Rider Haggard leaves the romance of Africa and contributes an 
article ‘‘Good Luck to Gardening and the Gardener.” George 
Alexander discourses on ‘‘ The Garden and the Theatre,”’ and one of 
the prettiest scenes from the St. James’sstage is illustrated. Mrs. M. 
Garrett Fawcett has not been so absorbed in political economy as 
to prevent her entering into ‘‘The Freemasonry of Gardening.” 
Thomas Sidney Cooper, R.A., now in his 96th year, gives evidence 
of his undiminished love for rural scenes in his ‘‘ Golden Sunset of 
; ; ay gy : Life.’’ Lionel Brough, veteran comedian, describes his relief from 
- ‘One 9 = anne 18 — at = Edward ven | work behind the footlights in a half-acre garden in the heart of 

reening, who, by organising the notable series of popular “ One South London. George Jacob Holyoake writes on “‘ The Development 
and All”’ Flower Shows held annually at the Crystal Palace, and of a New Sense of National Taste.”’ Mrs. Margaret IL. Woods con- 
which by rapid growth have now become the leading shows seibutes s charming rose oem Seaitliiier tv aieeene of “The 
of their kind in the world, has already done much to popu- M - €G Jeni nh . : " nel d 
larise the healthful pastime of gardening among the mass Muse of Gardening. Clement Scott, who for a generation has forge 

5 _— the dramatic thunderbolts of the Daily Telegraph, confesses a weak- 


“*“QOne and All’ Gardening.” 


Tue fourth issue of this popular annual, just published, is far 
ahead of previous numbers, both in size and in the variety of its 
contents. It now numbers 208 octavo pages, printed in clear type, 
on good paper, and profusely illustrated throughout. 


Published at the low price of 2d., it will, even in these days of 
cheap and good literature, excite wonder and admiration for the 
enterprise of the publishers who offer the public so much at so 
small a price. 


of the people. The present annual appropriately supple- 
af ” : PPro} oe ness for the ‘ flowers that bloom in the spring.” 
ments these _ efforts The editor entitles his pening C fhe : :; 
slide 1S Cnnan Cilin de Cee a Space forbids us to more than sample the host of interesting con- 
: ] a+ nr . 154 + ory . var 
practical articies y men W e names 


are household words in the horticultural world. 
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Sowing the Seeds of 
Smallpox. 


ANTI-VACCINATOR :-- 


I’m that silly kind of Party, | 
Which you generally find | 

Is noted for a hearty, 
If an empty, state of mind. 

On my ‘heart’ I place reliance, 
With emotion I expand— 

And I have no faith in science, 
Which I do not understand. 

















CONSCIENTIOUS OBJECTOR :— 
I am quite uneducuted, 
And my mind has given way, 
Still I’m always agitated 
By what agitators say. 
Upon ‘* facts ’’ I draw a curtain, 
When I think that “fads’’ will do— 
So I think it’s pretty certain, 
I’m as big an ass as you! 




















Boru: 
We’re attracting much attention, 
And are thankful for the same; 
For we hardly need to mention 
Notoriety’s our aim! 
We are making a sensation 
Which should take us pretty far; 
We’re a credit to the nation, 
Ah, we are, we are, we are! 


ANTI-V ACCINATOR :— 

Though I am not very clever, 

Though I am not very strong, 
Still to lead is my endeavour, 

Even if I lead you wrong. 
I’m a power at elections, 

And the Government I sway ; 
For I always have objections 

Till they let me have my way. 




















CONSCIENTIOUS OBJECTOR :— 


Lead ine on, and I will follow, 
And I will not ask you why— 
™ For my head’s so very hollow, 
It will echo any “ cry.” 
Then your rhetoric illusive 
I consider good and true— 
So I think it’s quite conclusive 
I’m as big a fool as you! 
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When the people see us coming, Be 

They will open wide their eyes— SO MODEST OF HIM. Ass 

= We shall set all England humming ; ” i 
With a murmur of surprise. He.—‘* I have put down six valses, a square, and the supper dance. H 
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They will give us an ovation, She. Thanks, awfully; wouldn’t you like another 7 


When the “ provinces’ we star— 
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We're a credit to the nation, 
d ¢ ‘oo TQ 4 ia =) : ! ‘é ) i 
Ah, we are, we are, we are! Boru :— An Eye-Opener. i} 
j 
ANTI-VACCINATOR :— Though our ardour is excessive Booser.—* Drink always flies to my ae 
I am rather dunderheaded ; When we go and agitate, eyes first.” ph 
Somewhat silly, as a rule; We are really most ‘‘ Progressive,’’ Sharpun.—‘I think it flies to your it 
To my fads, of course I’m wedded, And our “ Program's "’ up to date. mouth first.”’ 1] 
And I love to play the fool. We have proved that education 15 aS Se onadiiata it 
Though by some I may be pitied To our folly is no bar; i] 
At that game I am a “ swell,” We're a credit to the nation, Probably. i] 
i.9.. , ° > Ww > Ww £ re we are! ; ’ , ! i‘ 
And it’s generally poe Ah, we are, we are, Miss F NO Py ty : 
That I play it very well! : a pest.” ore 
a Mr. Sinikus.—“ And I suppose you're 
NSCIENTIOUS OBJECTOR :— 1 
eens . looking for a man with a future?” 
You invented my objection, | By a Toper. | : “o * 
So it’s natural that I | | —— 
Should consider you perfection I’ve heard Jones rave of “My Old Wears It In Front. 
When you raise our battle cry. Dutch.” ‘ ae : 
Whe ! ou make a mad sugge tion, Who'll cook. and his clothes botch: paper thinks ene 
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SOWING THE SEEDS OF SMALLPOX. 
ANTI-VACCINATORS (LOQ.).— WE ARE GROWING STRONGER EVERY DAY. SHAN’T WE MAKE A STIR!” 


HALF-A-MILLION CERTIFICATES OF EXEMPTION HAVE BEEN GRANTED, AND AS MANY CHILDREN WILL BE LIABLE TO THAT FATAL DISEASE. 


‘‘Ipy VACCINATION WERE ABANDONED, THE MORTALITY FROM SMALLPOX WOULD AMOUNT TO 90,000 a vEAR.’’—WMrse. Garrett Anderson. 
H INATED PERS S SI fr BE ADMITT} BoaRp ScH 4 OR EMPLOYED AS DOMESTIC SERVANTS. 


(or Cartoon Verses, see page 27.) 
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AN INFERENCE. 


Maud.—‘‘1 really believe that Mr. Swelldum wears the biggest 
collars in the town.” 


Alice.—‘‘ Perhaps so! but it’s his moustache that always tickles 
me !!”’ 











Waftings from the Wings. 


Milord Sir Smith, at the Comedy. This breezy musical comedy 
should be seen by everyone to whom hearty laughter is recom- 
mended as a restorative and a pick-me-up. We have sufficiently 
described the plot when we say that it permits Mr. Arthur Roberts 
to personate an aged boatman whose “father kept that ’ere light- 
house for 40 year,’’ a middle-aged lady in charge of a baby, and a 
celebrated tenor; in addition to Sir Robert Smith, a wealthy and 
volatile young baronet. With such materials to work with, it need 
hardly be added that this incomparable and inimitable comedian 
and singer keeps the house convulsed with laughter from the rise to 
the fall of the curtain. His songin the second act, ‘‘ She had never 
been in Pantomime before,” is rapturously received, and should be 
heard by everybody. 

Mr. Roberts is ably supported by Miss Ada Reeve as Celeste (a 
singer of the Eldorado). Miss Reeve acts and sings with all the 
vivacity of a Parisienne, her song in the first act being so splendidly 
rendered that to hear of it and not to hear it will entail a life-long 
regret, if not longer. She also sings ‘‘ Love me just a little, Sue,” 
to the evident delight of the audience, though, personally, clever 
as her singing of this song undoubtedly is, we consider Miss Reeve 
far too charming to adopt even the limelight disguise necessary for 
a “coon” ditty. Miss Reeve has been recognised for some time 
time past as an artiste of considerable talent; after seeing and 
hearing her in Milord Sir Smith, we venture to substitute 
“genius ’’ for “‘ talent,”’ and to prophesy a brilliant future for this 
delightful actress. 

Miss Ethel Sydney sings and acts very prettily as Angelique, 
while Miss Bessie Blissier‘as Ninette is very French and very 
charming. The M. Liguereau of Mr. Robert Nainby is excellent, 
and good work is also done by Messrs. J. T. Macmillan, Charles 
Wibrow, and the other members of an excellent caste. 

The play is adapted from the French of Henri de Gorsse and 
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congratulated on the cleverness of the adaptation, the French 
piquancy being very ingeniously, and, we may add, very unusually, 
retained. The music of Mr. Edward Jakabowski is bright and 
tuneful, the choruses (and the choristers) are exceedingly pretty 
and vivacious, while the dresses are charming, those in the bathing 
scene being particularly chic. The piece bristles with good- 
humoured and amusing hits at the manners and customs of the 
French people, and, as a set off to these, our own ridiculous County 
Council is conscientiously ‘‘ guyed.” In fact, taking it altogether, 
Milord Sir Smith provides a really splendid evening's entertain- 
mentj 


Lonpon Permanent Opera.—A certain number of persons, 
recognising that opera as it has been given in England within 
recent years has not been an artistic success, have decided to found 
@ permanent opera in London upon the only system calculated to 
improve the condition of this art. The intention of the company 
is to give not only the fine existing operas, but to introduce to the 
public unknown works of originality and genuine merit, altogether 
independent of the nationality of the composer. Whilst excluding 
entirely the present ‘‘ star” system,” their chief endeavour will be 
to establish the highest level of artistic expression. The operas 
will be produced in English, and English artistes, both vocal and 
instrumental, will receive every encouragement. London, the 
largest city in the world, is the only important capital without a 
permanent opera. It is to be hoped that the proposed undertaking 
will be a means of developing English musical dramatic art. Com- 
posers of every nationality are invited to forward operas (with 
pianoforte score) to the Concorde Concert Control, 186, Wardour 
Street, W. These MSS. will be examined by the proper authorities 
and accepted or returned as the case may be. Anyone who is 
interested in the scheme, and would like further particulars thereof, 
should apply to the above address. 


We cull this advertisement from a prominent daily :— 


HOSIERY and BABY.—WANTED at once, GADY for hosiery, 
to manage baby, in good-class country trade. 26 years, or good 
references, with knowledge of those departments.—Full particulars 
and photo, Faversham. 


The lady we presume is to don the hosiery and manage the Home 
Ruler for 26 years, or—but here our mind breaks down over—good 
references with knowledge of those departments where the hosiery 
and baby are discovered. Please send full particulars of the hosiery 
and photo of the baby. Is that right ? 


A NatTionaL TESTIMONIAL TO Sin Henry Irnvinc.—The editor of 
Fair Game is advocating this matter, which all lovers of the 
drama will readily concede as deserving the fullest support. To make 
way for the new street, the Lyceum Theatre must be pulled down, 
and all its associations will vanish. We trust Sir Henry will, now 
that his health is seemingly assured, acquire a theatre elsewhere 
in London. Fair Game suggests that one should be purchased 
and presented to Sir Henry, A very apposite gift, which we 
trust will meet with general approbation and success. 





Zz 








Provincial Praise for Colonel Sir E.R.C.B. 


AN AUTHORITATIVE PRONOUNCEMENT BY A YORK- 
SHIRE CONTEMPORARY. 


THE excellent Colonel who bosses 
Our London Police Force has done 

His duty, in spite of all drawbacks and crosses, 
So nobly that never a one 

Of our Pressmen in London has cavilled, 
Or grunted, or girded, at him! 

Nay, more: Mr. Fun (who has recently travelled 
Away from our smoke-city grim) 

From a journal provincial has captured 
Its views on Sir Edward. And Fun 

By its dictum emphatic was greatly enraptured :— 
** Your Commissioner's second to none!”’ 

And the Humourist deems it essential 
To publish the praise-words that came 

From the “ chief” of a journal that’s most influential— 
Most sound in creed, motive, and aim! 

For the paper whose views are here quoted 
Is, of all British papers, the one 

Which is likeliest for to have carefully noted 
How Sir Edward his duty has done! 

And, if one who has well scrutinsed him 
Says he’s perfect—why, so it must be! 

For the journal, whose editor thus eulogised him. 
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The Mystery of the Ivy Inn. 


THERE is an old world mansion stately, grand, 
Which noble trees surround, and fine park land 
Men call it ‘‘ Fernleigh Grange of Severn-side” 
Where wild, rank, trailing plants, all windows hide; 
The grounds were fashioned in the olden time, 
Approach’d by long, broad avenues of lime; 
Lichen—veiled statues, speak of fast decay, 

As if some blight had lain there many a day, 
Causing this desolation. A will was lost 

For years, long years,—to certain kinsmen’s cost— 
Of the late Squire Grant Fernleigh of this place, 
Throughout the county ’twas a noted case. 

In this lone house retainers still remain, 

From youth to age, their duties much the same; 
All being now in the sear and yellow leaf, 

One aged crone held to a firm belief, 

Caused by a vivid, strange, unusual dream, 

‘¢The Will was hid behind an oaken beam 

At an old hostelry, the Ivy Inn”’: 

She hoped the hundred pounds reward to win. 

But where to find this spot, now, no one knew; 

So then the days, months, years, still onward flew. 
From vale of Evesham, a pedlar came 

His wares to sell. He was both halt and lame, 
Who knew Squire Fernleigh in his buoyant youth, 
He could a tale unfold—perhaps the truth— 

‘‘In years gone by, upon a dark, cold night, 

He had met the Squire, in sad and sorry plight, 
From restive horse he had just then been thrown, 
And startled the pedlar by a low, deep moan. 

At the Ivy Inn the Squire stayed all that night, 
Then started homeward way by dawn of light.”’ 

He breathed his last upon his journey home; 

Alone, the pedlar knew, he had chanced to roam. 
The host’s fair daughter, Rose, upon her bridal eve, 
Sought, ’midst of her girlhood’s treasures, those she would leave 
Within the guest room, in a cupboard deep, 

From every prying eye, there safe to keep; 

A panel fell, and thus a box disclosed 

Of old parchment deeds, which there reposed, 

An incident eventful, startling, strange, 

‘These were the long-lost deeds of Fernleigh Grange.” 
The Squire’s adopted son, and sweet young wife, 
Now took possession of ‘‘ The Grange ”’ for life, 
Then the whole county join’d him in his full delight. 
The “ Will” thus proved his title, and undoubted right. 


JANE H. OAKLEY, 
Wilbury Lawn, Hove (late West Brighton). 














Who said “Freaks” ? 


[Discontented with the designation of “ freaks,’ Messrs. Barnum 
and Bailey’s human nondescripts have decided either to be acknow- 
ledged as “ prodigies,” or perish in the attempt. It was Canon 
Wilberforce (says the Westminster Gazette) who suggested the 
‘* missing word.’’] 


‘¢ Auld Nature swears the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O!”’ 
—BURNS. 


Lona time has dear Dame Nature fumed, 
And frowned, and sighed, beneath 

An insult which we’ve all presumed 
To hurtle in her teeth. 

She’s formed, by her mysterious might, 
Some folks of Adam’s line 

With certain attributes, which quite 
Eclipse both yours and mine. 

And, since these folks are not as we, 
We've had the cheek (our cheeks 

Suffused with shame must surely be!) 
To speak of them as ‘ freaks.”’ 


In Barnum-Bailey’s matchless train 
Such folks you’ll fall across : 

The damsel with the gee-gee’s mane — 
The maid whose hair is moss; 

The Nail-King Roy, whose naked fists 
Drive nails through rafters clean— 


rr _ - 2 ey enh siat 
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The curio who his nose can grip 
And stretch it half-a-yard— 
The legless Bowen, the armless Tripp, 
And their anvil-headed “ pard " ; 
The dog-faced Russ; the wee, wee cuss 
Attired in doll-size breeks! . . . 
I’ faith, *twas most unjust of us 
To speak of these as “ freaks’’! 


But Nature's babes avenge her now. 
Each odd-made maid and man 

Has made a vow—and kept that vow— 
The odious name to ban! 

And if some churlish son-o’-gun 
To use it still would dare, 

Then dear Dame Nature begs Sir Fun 
To bid the wretch beware et 

Lest, at some unexpected time, 
Her wrath on him she wreaks 

Who of her propiar1es sublime 
Presumes to speak as “ freaks ’’! 








Jingo—All Jingo. 
On a platform at Brechin John Morley did spout 
His ideas about Jingo—mere Jingo— 
It was perfectly clear that Harcourt had gone out 
From cross currents of Jingo—all Jingo— 
To pessimist notions he’s sure to incline, 
And he begs you'll explain Little England's true sign, 
For then with great pleasure he’ll clearly define 
What is meant by that nice word a “ Jingo.”’ 


Morley prided himself on his Liberal creed, 
And the lessons he'd learnt from his teachers, 
But could any party expect to succeed, 
If it changed all its colours and features ? 
It was all very well to tell Frenchmen to stand, 
When they hoisted their flag and sat down on your land, 
They were few and would go in the palm of your hand— 
"Twas absurd to have feared such poor creatures, 


The peaceful proposals put forth by the Czar 
Might quite put an end to all Jingo— 

Though a Minister said, ‘‘ There are worse things than war,” 
That didn’t proclaim him a Jingo, 

The Soudan, he feared, our resources would eat, 

And so would the cost of extending our fleet, 

Expansion of Empire was only a treat 
To a thoughtless and passionate Jingo. 


Now he feels just as sure as that Morley’s his name, 
That he isn’t a bit of a Jingo— 
And he's clearly consistent in putting all blame 
On a Jingo—that bogey—a Jingo. 
But if we love our country as none can deny, 
’T will take more than John Morley to make us fight shy, 
For we are not afraid of that wild party cry 
Of Jingo, beware of a Jingo. 


Cheers in Church. 

(‘‘ At Norfolk, Virginia, last evening, the Rev. Mr. Varley, of 
London, who was delivering an address, referred to the friendshi 
between England and America. His remarks were received wit 


wild enthusiasm by the congregation; the men hurrahed, and hats 
were thrown in the air.”—Central News. ] 


THAT cheers should ring out in the aisle, 
Makes us, and our good cousins, smile; 
And may our friendship never falter, 
Now it has been joined at the altar! 








































































Electric Light For a Penny. 
(“The Norwich Electricity Company intends to make the 


electric light the light of the people through the popular penny-in- 
the-slot meter principle. At present the slots are for threepenny 
bits, sixpences, and shillings.”"— Vide Press. | 


WE trust the folks in Norwich town 
Will be light-hearted now a “ brown,” 
Dropped into the ever-ready slot, 

Will brighten up their lives a lot ! 
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“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. ‘“ Fun’s”’ WASHERWOMAN. 


Wor orful gales we’ve been ‘avin’! I 
ses nothink about my clothes bein’ 
blown over into the neighbours’ gardings, 
an’ them takin’’em in an’ dryin’ ’em an’ 
wearin’ em, an’ then darin’ me to 
| search ’em; but it’s the dredful loss 
| of life wot as resulted wot makes me 
grieve. They ses “it’s an ill wind 
that blows nobody any good,” but it’s 
‘ard to think that any good can ’ave 
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been done by the storms we've ’ad. 

I reads that the Prussian Diet ’as just | 
been opened by the Kaiser. Imustcon- | 
fess my ignerance onthe subject; Iallus | 
thought that the Prussian diet was | 
mostly sour-krout an’ sossiges. Torkin’ 

about Diets, the Hungarian diet seems 
| to be, so to say, givin’ some of ’em hin- 
digestion over there; anyway, somethink 
don’t “go down” with ’em. 

Dear old China is all of a boil agin! 
The Emperor, wot ’as died so many 
times—accordin’ torummer. Good old 
Rummer !—is kickin’ agin’ the Dowager 
Empress ; the rebel forces are givin’ the 
missionaries “‘ wot for,” an’ Li Hung 
Chang is sufferin’ from a ‘‘swelled ’ead ”’ 
—beg parding ! I means swelled legs, so 
| p’r’aps ’e won’t ’ave “a leg to stand on”’ 
| afore long; annuther “ jacketing’”’ may 
| _ be in store for ’im. 
| They ses that the Oceanic is the largest 

ship in the world, but I can tell you of a 
| larger one—hardship; at least, so it 
| 











seems to many of us who find it so differ- 
cult to keep afloat. 

The pore Radicals can’t find no can- 
didates for vacant seats now, an’ I 
shouldn’t think any of ’em are sleepin’ 
| on a*bed of roses’”—more like brick- 
| bats, broken bottles, an’ thistles. The 
ole party seems to ’ave gone to pieces. 
It’s a fair break-up of the constitootion, 
an’ I doubt wether all the “‘ doctorin’’’ in 
the world will mend it. Anyway, it 
will never be really well agin. It will 
only be a patch-up at the best, or ‘I’m 
greatly mistaken,’ as the man sed wen 
’e kissed ’is wife in the dark, instead of 
the pretty parlour-maid. 
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The Lippe Dispute. 


th | [(‘* The miniature Princedom of Lippe 
| AT A FANCY BALL. is asserting itself.”—Vide Press.] 


Tuis little State, apparently, 





| He.—‘‘ Yes, I thought of coming as ‘ Bluebeard,’ but—-aw—after due considawation, 
I—aw—finally decided to come in the costume of a fool, doncherknow!”’ 


| Bie uA Tonnes Se ieee @ ohgd Didi aats Would be as free as birds: 
! } ae oc atti ndeed! But I had hoped to see you in an assumed character this evening, It’s natural that a “ Lip (pe) Dispute ” 


Should lead to angry words!” 
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' Chocolat Menier 
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Sold Retail Everywhere. Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 




























